

"My dear..."

The voice doesn't travel far across the dry, dark, barren earth. It originated from a strange grey wyvern with a rough appearance, cracks spiderwebing everywhere on its chipped body. Its eyes, frills, and wing webbing cast a soft orange glow across a limp pile of white feathers, the only other being around. It doesn't respond.

"We have watched empires fall, gods defeated, and planets destroyed together during our strongest years."

There's no response.

"And after the age of mortals, we have watched galaxies spread, stars die, and black holes consume much."

Silence.

"But the most significant event I will ever witness is your death."

The being stirs.

"Always with the eloquence." The being weakly speaks this, opening its cyan eyes. "I knew you'd take your damn eloquence to the end of the universe." A soft laugh eminates from it.

The grey wyvern gazes towards the pitch black sky, void of stars. "The end of the universe, the Great Medium. What an event."

There's silence for a long while.

"Names..." The feathered being begins. "What a foreign concept nowadays."

And more silence.

The orange light dims slightly. The white being closes it's eyes again.

"We are the last creators and receivers of information there will ever be." The grey wyvern speaks.

The silence is peaceful and soft in nature, yet grim and serious.

"Everything in the universe has settled, except for us and our effects." The feathered being nearly whispers this, but the grey wyvern can hear it just fine.

A piece of the grey wyvern falls off, landing silently on the ground. It doesn't seem to notice.

Similarly, the feathered conciousness seems to be becoming more transparent.

The wyvern places it's head on the dirt, the orange light dimming to near darkness.

The silence grows.

"What's there to say?" The being whispers.

"Let us say nothing." The wyvern whispers back.

Even if there was a sound, nothing would have been heard of the being fading or the wyvern crumbling into a pile of stone. 